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If this is your first, welcome to the ZamaShort series!

If not, welcome back!

What is ZamaShort?

From the publisher StoryTime that brought you the StoryTime Magazine, African Roar anthology series, and AfroSF anthology series, ZamaShort is a new imprint focused on the amazing powerhouse that is the short story. We will give each single short story its own publication so that it may have its own spotlight. To be read and savoured as a stand-alone publication.

ZamaShort is decidedly genre agnostic. We are keen to publish all fiction stories that resonate with us no matter the genre, be it contemporary, satire, science fiction, africanfuturism, fantasy, etc.

ZamaShort will only publish original fiction that has never before been published.

ZamaShort works on a 50% revenue share with each author, so you can know that 50% (less distributor fees only) of what you have paid for this story will go to the author.

All ZamaShort selections for editing and publication are made from submissions. We also have a strict no-genAI policy and accompanying blacklist.

ZamaShort publishes one story a month.

As per the StoryTime mandate initialised in 2007, with the ZamaShort imprint we will continue to champion and add to the ever-growing canon of African literature excellence and diversity.

With all that said, welcome again, we hope that you will enjoy this short story and all the ones in the series!
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T.L. Huchu’s work has appeared in Lightspeed, Interzone, Analog Science Fiction & Fact, The Year’s Best Science Fiction and Fantasy 2021, Ellery Queen Mystery Magazine, Mystery Weekly, The Year’s Best Crime and Mystery Stories 2016, and elsewhere. He is the winner of a Hurston/Wright Legacy Award (2023), Alex Award (2022), the Children’s Africana Book Award (2021), a Nommo Award for African SFF (2022, 2017), and has been shortlisted for the Caine Prize (2014) and the Grand prix de l'Imaginaire (2019). The fifth and final instalment of his Edinburgh Nights fantasy series is titled Secrets of the First School. Find him @TendaiHuchu.
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Why I Wrote ‘When Two Sorcerers Collide’
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Since 2017 I’ve been working on my Edinburgh Nights pentalogy. It has been my passion, my obsession, my salvation. This fantasy series has occupied my thoughts every day in one form or the other. I still remember when the muses gifted me this wonderful story and the world it’s set in. The first novel The Library of the Dead came out in 2021, and since then, I’ve dutifully released a sequel each year until the final instalment Secrets of the First School came out October 2025.

Writing a series can be gruelling work. You love it on certain days and on others you hate the damned thing and can’t wait to be done with it. I confess, I was keen to move on to something else—hopefully, something new and shiny. I’ve always experimented with different forms, genres, and styles. I guess I’m a commitment-phobe and this is the longest I’d spent fully embedded in one world. But as we inched towards the conclusion, I was struck by a certain kind of sorrow the likes of which I’d never hitherto experienced. This world I’d so lovingly created, these characters I’d conjured from thin air, these stories some readers were as passionate as I was about were coming to an end. Even before I finished the last book, I could feel a large void in my heart.

In 2024 in Stockholm, I was shown a fanfiction website where a reader of the series had written three of the most delightful tales, which expanded the world and filled in little gaps in the series. So, when I finished Secrets of the First School and Ivor, editor of ZamaShort, suggested I might do a piece on Melsie Mhondoro and Ian Callander, I jumped at the idea.

This story recounts their first ever encounter and I write it, not as the creator of the Edinburgh Nights series, but in the spirit of fanfiction. The series is done now—it’s set in stone. But in this story, I get to play around with the characters, this time placing them in the city of Harare where spooky things are happening. It was a lot of fun to work on and a panacea to the saudade that I’ve been dealing with since finishing the series. I can only hope you, dear reader, will enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. — Tendai.
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(An Edinburgh Nights Prequel Story)
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On All Hallows’ Eve the darkness blanketing the city is pierced by the daring beams of solar and generator powered LED lamps, since all the streetlights were broken decades ago. Harare decays slowly like felled mukwa. Regardless, day or night, the music in the Avenues never stops. It’s the spirits who power the melodies of long dead sungura legends spilling through the speakers recalling a bygone age. Whiny electric guitars punctuated by thumping drums compel the hypnotised bodies on the open lawn to gyrate in Charanga’s Cocktail Bar on Central Avenue. It is these vibrations that keep the eternal night at bay.

A tall, slender man wearing brown herringbone tweed and a matching fedora stalks through the jivers. He is overdressed for the sweltering African night and his impeccable visage glistens with beads of sweat that pool at the corners of his moustache and drip down to his bare chin. Thankfully he is outside; if the bar were indoors it would be an inferno. The man pauses in the middle of the heaving lawn, marking his quarry, a small woman in a green dress with a puffed-up Afro sitting at the bar, an untouched cocktail lingering in the coupe glass next to her. Unlike the other working women, and most of the ladies in the bar are on the clock at negotiable rates, she politely declines any male attention and keeps her own company. Her eyes gaze into nothingness as though she is distracted, seeing past people into...

Perhaps she’s a dreamer suspended in time right here in the haze of cigarette smoke.

Someone in a red shirt bumps into the man in the fedora and mumbles an apology, but the man doesn’t care. He ignores this and draws closer, wary that she will fly and his efforts will be in vain. He was sent for her weeks ago—and, despite spending a small fortune on local informants, had thus far been unable to locate her—but at last, after a fortuitous tip-off, he has her in his sights. Everything in the bar becomes a synesthetic blur of colour and sound, the movement of dancers dripping oil in the corner of his consciousness. Just a few feet from her, an overwhelming wave of nausea hits and he dry heaves, cupping his mouth in his hands. In the second or so it takes to regain himself, the man notices the woman in green is gone.

The chair is empty.

Desperately, he scans around the bar, before noticing her slipping out the metal gate perimeter behind an intoxicated couple.

He rushes to follow, barging through the dancers and earning a few choice curse words in Shona, a language he does not understand. And he stumbles outside the gate, scanning left and right before someone taps him on the shoulder from behind. Startled, he turns quickly before spotting the woman holding her palm up. She seems annoyed, maybe a little impatient too.

‘If you must insist then I suppose I should take that business card off you, Ian Callander. But know that my answer is no, and I have more important things to do than stand here talking to you,’ she says, glancing anxiously down the dark street.

‘You know my name?’ he says and snaps his fingers making a gold foil business card appear in her open palm.

‘I don’t have time for this,’ she replies, dropping the card onto the ground.

‘Forgive me,’ Ian stutters, embarrassed. Usually people are impressed or at least surprised when he does the card trick.

‘Follow me,’ she replies. ‘I’ve decided you might be useful after all. The spider weaving this web hasn’t drawn your thread to mine for no reason, Mr Tourist. If you’d rather not come along, then I advise you go back inside and confront the man in the red shirt who picked your pocket on the dancefloor and now has your cell phone. I’m sure you can handle him yourself.’

Ian checks his right trouser pocket and discovers the smartphone is gone. It’s an expensive piece of kit his employer, the Royal Bank of Scotland, will easily replace. He’s annoyed by the theft, but this is more important, so he follows as she briskly walks into the darkness. This is his first time in Harare, but Ian has no fear of the muggers he was warned prowl the city centre at night, and he follows with an ease that’s indistinguishable from arrogance positioning himself beside the short woman who barely reaches his navel. They pass drunkards pissing on walls, street children begging at the intersections, some homeless men sleeping on the pavements cracked by the roots of old jacaranda trees.

‘I have a profitable business proposition for you, Ms Mhondoro. Or can I call you Melsie?’ he says, flashing a smile to add a bit of charm. He is only in his twenties and is savvy enough to know women are swayed by his good looks.

A stray mongrel trots across the road.

‘The Royal Bank of Scotland will be bust within a year, and your rivals will be picking at your carcass. They’ve had three hundred years, which is a good run by any standard. If I were you, I’d seek alternative employment... Normally I charge for information like that, but you get it for free since you look like Bambi looking for his mum,’ she replies brusquely.

‘There are other powers tied to the Bank and they have a vested interest in its continued success,’ Ian says, trying not to be offended by her condescension. He holds up his palm and incants, ‘Spark of Prometheus.’ There’s an instant entropic shift and bright light illuminates the night, driving away the shadows. A scent, like paraffin, wafts into Melsie’s nostrils. It’s a strange flame he’s conjured, a sort of glowing black giving off an ultravioletesque effect.

‘I don’t
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